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[N° VI.] Saturday, March 12. 1785. 


Few mornings ago I was agreeably furprifed with a very early 
call from my newly acquired friend Colonel Cauflic. “ ’Tis 
on a foolith piece of bulinefs,” faid he, ‘ I give you the trouble at 
this vifit. You muft know I had an appointment with your friend 

S to go to the play this evening, which a particular affair that 

has come acrofs him will prevent his keeping ; and as a man; after 

making fuch an arrangement, feels it irkfome to be difappointed, 

(at leaft it is fo with an old methodical fellow like me), [have taker: 

the liberty of calling, to afk if you will fupply his place. I might 

have had one or two other conductors; but it is only with cer- 

tain people I chufe to go to fuch places, Seeing a play, or indeed 

any thing elfe, won't do, at my time of life, either alone, or in 

company not quite to one’s mind. *Tis like drinking a bottle of 
** claret: the liquor is fomething; but nine tenths of the bargain 
“is in the companion with whom one drinks it.’ As he {poke 
this, he gave me his hand with fuch an air of cordiality—me- 
thought we had been acquainted thefe forty years;—I took it with 
equal warmth, and affured him, truly, it would give me infinite 
pleafure to attend him. 

When we went to the Theatre in the evening, and while I was 
reading the box-lift, to determine where we fhould endeavour to find 
a place, a Lady of the Colonel’s acquaintance happening to come in, 
begged our acceptance of places in her box. We entered according- 
ly; and I placed my old friend in a fituation where I thought he 
could moft conveniently command a view both pf the company and 
of the ftage. He had never been in our prefent houfe before, and 
allowed, that in fize and convenience it exceeded the old one, tho’ 
he would not grant fo much as the Lady and I demanded on that 
fcore. “ I know,” faid he, * you are in the right; but one don’t 
“ eafily get rid of firft impreffions: I can’t make you conceive what 
4 Play was to me fome fifty years ago, with what feelings heard 
“ the laft mufic begin, nor how my heart beat when it ceafed.” — 
“ Why, it is very true, Colonel,” faid the Lady, “ one can’t retain 
** thofe feelings always.”’——“ It is fomething,” faid I, “ to have 
“ had them once.” ** Why, If I may judge from the little | have 
“ feen,” replied the Colonel, “* your young folks have no time for 
‘* them now-a-days; their pleafures begin fo early, and come fo 
“ thick.” “ *Tis the way to make the moft of their time.” 

** Pardon 
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‘Pardon me, Madam, faid he, “ I don’t think fo: ’tis like the 
‘“* difference between your hot-houfe afparagus and my garden ones; 
“* the laft have their green and their white; but the firft is taftelefs 
“ from the very top.” ‘Ihe Lady had not time to ftudy the allu- 
fion; for her company began to come into the box, and continued 
coming in during all the firft a& of the Comedy. On one fide of 
Colonel Cauftic fat a Lady with a Lunardi hat; before him was 
placed one with a feathered head-drefs. Lunardi and the Feathers 
talked and nodded to one another about an appointment at a milli- 
ner’s next morning. I fat quiet behind, as is my cuftom, and be- 
took myfelf to meditation. The Colonel was not quite fo patient : 
he tried to ‘fee the ftage, and got a flying vizzy now and then; but 
in the laft attempt he got fuch a whifk from Mifs Feathers on one 
cheek, and fuch a poke from the wires of Mifs Lunardi on t’other, 
that he was fain to give up the matter cf feeing ;—as to hearing, 
it was out of the queftion. 

“* [T hope, Colonel, you have been well entertained,” faid the mif- 
trefs of the box at the end of the a&t. “ Wonderfully well,” faid 
the Colonel.——‘“ That La-Ma/h is a monftrous comical fellow !”— 
** Oh! as to that, Madam, I know nothing of the matter: in your 
** Ladythip’s box one is quite independent of the Players.” He 
made a fign to me: I opened the box-door, and ftood waiting for 
his coming with me. ‘* Where are you going, Colonel?” faid the 
Lady, as he ftepped over the laft bench. “ To the Play, Madam,” 
faid he, bowing, and fhutting the door. 

For that purpofe we went to the pit, where, though it was pretty 
much crowded, we got ourfelves feated in a very centrical place. 





There is fomething in Colonel Cauftic’s look and appearance, fo 
much not of the form only, but the fentiment of good-breeding, 
that it is not eafy to refit fhewing him any civility in one’s power. 
While we ftood near the door, a party in the middle of one of the 
rows beckoned to us, and let us know that we might find room by 
them; and the Colonel, not without many fcruples of complaifance, 
at laft accepted the invitation. 

We had not long been in poffeffion of our place before the fecond 
a&t began. We had now an opportunity of hearing the Play, as, 
though the converfation in the box we had left, which by this time 
was reinforced by feveral new performers, was about as loud as that 
of the Players, we were nearer to the talkers in front than to thofe 
behind us. When the act was over I repeated Lady ”$ interro- 
gatory as to the Colonel’s entertainment. “ I begin,” faid he, put- 
ting his fnuff-box to his nofe, “ to find the inattention of my for- 
‘© mer box-fellows not quite fo unreafonable,’—. Our Company of 
¢ this 
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“ this feafon,” faid a brother officer who fat near us to Colonel 
Cauftic, “* is a very numerous one; they can get up any new Play 
“ in a week.”—*“ I am not fo much furprifed, Sir,” replied the 
Colonel, “ at the number of your Players, as I am at the number 
“* of the audience.”—“ Moft of the new performers are drafts from 
‘* the Englith and Irith ftage."—‘* From the aukward divifions of 
‘“* them I -prefume.”—“ You are a very critic, Sir,” returned the 
officer ; “ but the houfe has been as full as you fee it every night 
“* thefe three weeks,”—*‘* I can eafily believe it,” faid the Colonel. 
As the Play went on, the Colonel was afked ‘his opinion of it by 
this gentleman and one-or two more of his neighbours. He was 
‘thy of venturing his judgment on the -piece; they were kind e- 
nough to dire him-how to‘form one, ‘* This is a very favourite 
* Comedy, Sir, and has had a great run.at Drury-Lane.”—‘* Why, 
** gentlemen,” faid he, “ I have no doubt of the Comedy being an 
** excellent:‘Comedy, ‘fince you tell me fo; and to be fure thofe gen- 
**-t]lemen and ladies who make up the dramatzs perfone of it. fay a 
“number of good things, fome of them not the worfe for having 
“ been faid laft century by Foe Miller; but I am ofien at a:lofs to 
* know what they would be at, and with for a little of my: old 
“ friend Bayes’s infinuation to dire& me.”—‘* You mean, Sir, that 
“ the plot is involved.” —“ Pardon me, Sir,’’ not at all; ‘ ’tis.a per- 
“ fedtly clear plot, “* as clear.as the fun in the cucumber,” as An- 
* thonio in Venice Preferved fays. The hero and heroine are to be 
‘* married, and they are at a lofs how.to get it put off till the fifth 
 a.”—* You wil! fee, Sir, how the laft fcene will wind it up.” 
—‘* Oh! Thave no doubt, Sir, that it will end at the dropping of 


* the curtain.” 
Before the dropping of the curtain, however, it was not eafy to 


attend to that winding up of the plot which was promifed us. 
Between gentlemen coming into the houfe from dinner parties, and 
ladies going out of it to evening ones, the diforder in the boxes, 
and the calling to order in the pit, the bufinefs of the Comedy was 
rather fuppofed than followed, and the actors themfelves feemed in- 
clined to flur it a little, being too well bred not to perceive that 
they interrupted the arrangements of fome of the genteeleft part of 
their audience, 

When the curtain was down, I faw Colonel Cauftic throw his eye 
round the houfe with a look which I knew had nothing to do with 
the Comedy. After a filence of two or three minutes, in which I 
did not chufe to interrupt him, “ Amidft the various calculations 
“ of lives,” faid he, “ is there any table for the life of a Beauty?” ~ 
“ | believe not,” faid I, fmiling; “* there is a fragility in that, which 
* neither Price nor Ma/eres ever thought of applying figures to.”— 
Tis 
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“ Tis a fort of mortality,” continued the Colonel, “ which, at fuch 
** a time as this, at the ending of fome public entertainment, I have 
** often thought on with a very melancholy feeling. An old Bache- 
“ lor like me, who has no girls of his own, except he is a very pee- 
‘* vith fellow, which I hope I am not, looks on every one of 
** thefe young creatures in fome meafure as a daughter; and when 
* [ think how many children of that fort Mhave loft—for there are 
‘* a thoufand ways of a Beauty’s dying—it almoft brings tears into 
my eyes. Then they are fo fpoiled while they do live. Here [ 


am. as fplenetic as before 1 was melancholy. ‘Thofe flower-beds 
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we fee, fo fair to look on,—-What ufelefs weeds are fuilered to 
‘* grow up with them !—“ I do not think, Colonel, that the mere 
‘* flower part is left uncultivated,’’—< ‘Why, even as to that, ‘tis 
“artificially forced before its time. A woman has acharader even 
‘‘ asa Beauty. A Beauty, a toaft, a fine woman, merely confidered 
as fuch, has\asfort’ of profeffional characien, which it requires fome 
fenfe and accomplifhments to maintain, .Now-a-days, there are 
fomany irregulars who pradtife at fifteen, without a fingle res 
, quifite éxcept mere outfide !—If we gova little farther, and confi~ 
dey a woman as fomething more than.a Beauty; when we regard 
the fex as that gentle but-irrefiftible power that fhould mould the 
world to a finer form; that: fhould teach benignity to wifdom, 
to-virtue grace, humanity to valour; when we look on them in 
lefs eminent, but not lefs ufeful points of view} as thofe di: penates, 
thofe houfehold deities, from whém man is to find.comfort and 
protection, who are to fmooth, the ruggednefs of his labours, 
the irkfomenefs and cares of bufinefs; who are to blunt the fting 
of his forrows and the bitternefs of his difappointments !—You 
think me a fool for declaiming thus.” —“ No, upon my foul, don’t 
1; I hope you think better of me than to fuppofe fo.” —‘ But I 
may come down from my declamation. Yonder are a fet, flutter- 
ing in that box there,—young to be fure, but they will never be 
older, except in wrinkles—I don’t fuppofe they have an idea in 
their heads beyond the colour of a ribbon, the placing of a fea- 
“* ther, or the ftep of a cotillon !—And yet they may get hufbands.” 
—“ If it pleafe God,” faid I—‘* And be the mothers of the next 
« generation,” —* "is to be hoped,”—“ Well, well, old Cauttic 
“* will be in his grave by that time.” 

Thete was what Shakefpeare calls ‘* a humorous fadnefs” in the 
thought, at which I did not well know whether to {mile or be for- 
rowful. But on the whole, it was one I did not choofe to prefs too 
clofe on. I feel that 1 begin to love this old man exceedingly; and 
having acquired him late, I hope | fhall.not lofe him foon. 


Next Saturday will be publifhed No VII. Price Two Pence. 





